CHAPTER VIII

"HOME, SWEET HOME'1

A COMMUNIST, whose standing in the party was
so firm and unquestioned that he was not afraid to
have a foreigner come to his house, asked me to tea,
which in Russia means supper. He was married and his
wife, not yet thirty, was not only lovely to look at, but
the possessor of a brilliant mind and an excellent edu-
cation. She held a position in the Soviet apparatus
equal in importance to that of her husband, who was a
construction engineer.
The invitation was repeated twice in the next six
months. A short time before leaving the Soviet Union
I again received a call from my Communist friend to
visit his home. He added that I was to come without
fail.
Husband and wife greeted me with the usual cor-
diality and welcome. But the eyes of both were dimmed
with tragedy. Their faces gave the impression that they
had been weeping. I have seen such a look in the faces
of parents who had lost an only child. In the Soviet
Union I often observed the same expression in the eyes
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